THE SILENCE OF MAUGLAIVES

and outrode the few long-nosed country-gentlemen who still continued
to come out with the hunt.

Van Heeren, laid low with an attack of gout, both legs encased in
boots of cotton wool, could no longer hunt.

Often, when he was galloping down a ride, Gabriel would turn his
head to one side, as if he was expecting Jacqueline's horse to come
up.

The Chene-Brule, the Alice des Dames, the Rond du Seigneur, the
path by the Fongrelle lake, the Combe-aux-Loups, indeed, there were
so many places, of which, when they passed them, Gabriel could not
help saying to the head huntsman: "Do you remember, Laverdure?
ThatHtmt with Madame la Gomtesse . .. ?" And then, one day Gabriel
began by laying: "You used to hunt with the Baron Frangois? .. /'

"Lord yes, Monsieur le Comte,"

And Laverdure felt a lump in his throat, without being able to
define what singular shape unhappiness was assuming in Gabriel's mind.

Gilon was the only person whom Gabriel could see constantly with
any pleasure. They dined together at Mauglaives or at Montprely nearly
every evening.

"You know, my dear Gabriel," the old Dragoon said one day, "you
ought to let a little time go by and then, one fine day, marry again. If
you don't, you'll become like me, an old fellow with a fat stomach, a
lonely life, and no sense in his head."

"Oh, no! Oh, no!" Gabriel replied. "This time I should be the
widower... I don't want to make anyone surfer."

Gabriel had set up a sort of altar on the chimney-piece of his room,
with photographs of Jacqueline and Frangois; he had them bedecked
with flowers and spent long hours before them in silent contemplation.

Sometimes., gazing at the photograph of Francois Schoudler, with the
helmet and horsetail of 1914, in faded sepia, Gabriel murmured, his
eyes moist: "Perhaps you'll forgive me... Perhaps you'll under-
stand ... Perhaps you'll accept me with you both up above, even if she
doesn't want to..."

One night, without anybody realizing it, Urbain de La Monnerie died.
The spider's thread that held him to life had broken in his sleep.

The vault in the Mauglaives chapel was full. Certain arrangements
and building operations had to be done before the Marquis could be
placed there. Gabriel, in a black overcoat, supervised the work.

Jacqueline's coffin had not even lost its varnish. Gabriel leaned his
forehead against it for a few moments. "Frangois is in Pere Ladiaise,"
he thought. "She is here; where shall I be?"

Then, aloud, he said to the workmen: "Gome on, get on with it I"

The handsome coffin of Jean de La Monnerie was already broken,
half-rotted and disintegrating, revealing the lead casket in which, the

467